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Melville United Church 
September 5, 2021 

___________________________________________________ 

Presiding today: Rev. Tom Watson 

 
Words of Welcome and Introduction 
Good morning! Welcome to morning worship at Melville United Church in downtown Fergus, 
Ontario. 
 
My name is Tom Watson and I am pleased to be with you on this September 5th Sunday. A 
sincere thanks to Suzanne Flewelling for her musical leadership during this service, to Lillian 
Gohn our video technician and Barry Rawn, our audio technician. 
 
So, again, welcome to everyone and I hope you enjoy being part of this time. 
 
Acknowledgment of Indigenous Territory 
We live on the traditional territories of the Attawandaron, Wyandot, Mississauga, and 
Haudenosaunee First Nations. These are treaty lands and territory of the Mississaugas of the 
Credit ("Between the Lakes Treaty"). They are also part of the crown grant to the Six Nations 
("Haldemand grant"). Grateful for their stewardship of this land, we humbly seek to live 
together in pursuit of justice and right relations. 
 
Sharing the Light 
We now take a moment to centre ourselves for worship as I light the Christ candle. 
 I light a candle 
 in the name of the God who creates life, 
 in the name of the Christ Presence who loves life, 
 in the name of the Spirit who is the fire of life. 
 
Call to Worship: 
In September, the mists of the morning hang thick... 
The lank grass bends, water droplets hang on tree limbs, leaves start to take on a different 
hue... 
And then the slowly rising sun burns through... 
And the world is jeweled with light. 
Praise be for the morning! 
Praise be for the morning of this day! 
 
Hymn - Morning Has Broken  (VU 409) 
1. Morning has broken like the first morning, 
Blackbird has spoken like the first bird. 
Praise for the singing, praise for the morning, 
Praise for them springing fresh from the Word. 
 
2. Sweet the rains new fall, sunlit from heaven, 
Like the first dewfall on the first grass. 
Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden 
Sprung in completeness where God's feet pass. 



 
3. Ours is the sunlight, ours is the morning, 
Born of the one light, Eden saw play! 
Praise with elation, praise every morning, 
God's recreation of the new day! 
 
Opening Prayer: Creator God, we give thanks for this day, and for all the days of our lives. Bring 
newness to birth within us, open our timid places to the gift of courage, fill our souls with hope. 
Amen. 
 
Ministry of Music - Solo "What a Wonderful World" — Tom Watson 
 
Scripture Reading: Mark 7:24—30 
Jesus set out and went away to the region of Tyre. He entered a house and did not want 
anyone to know he was there. Yet he could not escape notice, but a woman whose little 
daughter had an unclean spirit immediately heard about him, and she came and bowed down 
at his feet. Now the woman was a Gentile, of Syrophoenician origin. She begged him to cast the 
demon out of her daughter. 
 
He said to her, "Let the children be fed first, for it is not fair to take the children’s food and 
throw it to the dogs." 
 
But she answered him, "Sir, even the dogs under the table eat the children’s crumbs." 
 
Then he said to her, "For saying that, you may go—the demon has left your daughter." 
 
So she went home, found the child lying on the bed, and the demon gone. 
 
Message: "The Day the Gospel Went to the Dogs" 
This story about Jesus' encounter with the Syrophoenician woman is so interesting. Primarily 

because the conversation between them seems so out of character with the image we have of 

Jesus. 

• Jesus, the one who welcomes everyone, no matter who they are, welcomes both saints 

and sinners. 

• Jesus, the one who wants the children to come to him even though the disciples try to 

shoo them away. 

• Jesus, who seems to care not whether one is a Jew or a Gentile. 

• Jesus, who made friends with lepers and prostitutes...and even the hated Samaritans. 

• Jesus, the one who reached out when nobody else would reach out. 

• Jesus, the bringer of radical grace. 

Time out for a segue. It has to do with that phrase I just used: radical grace. One time, back in 

the 1980s when I was minister at Colborne Street United Church in Brantford, the title of my 

sermon was "When Radical Grace Came to Town." I'm not sure what scripture passage the 

sermon was based on but that was the title: "When Radical Grace Came to Town." 

Janice's mother was visiting with us for a week or so and came to church that Sunday. I couldn't 

help but notice that she looked sour. Just sat there. Not smiling. Sour. Sulking. I wondered why. 



Then it occurred to me. She opened the bulletin, took one look at the sermon title "When 

Radical Grace Came to Town" and that set her off. 

Why? Guess what her name was? Yep. Grace. There it was in bold print. Radical Grace. She 

might as well have gotten up and headed home, because the worship service was already lost 

on her. 

There's a saying that the road to hell is paved with good intentions. That day I learned that the 

road to hell is paved with sermon titles—no matter how well-intentioned, they can be toxic. 

In any event, we can leave the segue now and come back to today's story. Jesus and his 

disciples have come to the region of Tyre. They have come there because he wanted to get 

away from it all...have a bit of a time-out...and he didn't want anybody to know he was there. 

Suddenly, he is confronted with this Syrophoenician woman. She has a daughter who is 

possessed by an unclean spirit, and she wants Jesus to cast it out. 

In other stories we have read, Jesus would have done that without even batting an eye, but in 

this case he declines. "Let the children be fed first, for it is not fair to take the children's food 

and throw it to the dogs." 

In other words, "Get in line. There are other priorities. When all the right people have been 

looked after, we'll see about your daughter then." 

But the woman won't take No for an answer. She argues her case. "Sir, even the dogs under the 

table eat the children's crumbs." 

In other words, "I know you think of us as dogs, but surely you have something left to 

spare...even for us dogs." 

With that, Jesus relents, tells her to go home because she will find that her daughter has been 

healed. 

Now, there's an interesting question to ask here. Just how wide do you draw the circle? Who's 

included and who's not? Who's welcome at the table, and who's not? Who are the children and 

who are the dogs? 

It was a Tuesday evening. Quite a few years ago. 10:30 p.m. At the church. Our committee had 

been meeting for over 3 hours, and we still weren't finished our agenda. The main topic was to 

figure out how to help some of our people who had lost their jobs and were down on their luck. 

Things had not gone smoothly from the very start of the evening. Several members had showed 

up late. Mrs. Kirby was the latest, and she delayed everything even more by persisting in telling 

us all about her trip that day to the Toronto Zoo, and how much she loved watching the 

penguins. And even when we finally got into discussions, it seemed hard to get agreement on 

most things. As time dragged on, folks grew frustrated, tired and cranky. 

The major item still to go: How to help those families in our church who had been having a 

tough time. 



Suddenly, the bell on the office door rang. The committee chair asked me to go and answer it. 

At the door was a young man. "I need help," he said. "My wife and 2 children and I have been 

traveling since early this morning. We have no place to spend the night and are out of money." 

"I’m sorry. There's not much I can do at this time of night. Anyway, we're trying to finish up an 

important meeting here, so I've got to get back to it. Tell you what…if you're still in town in the 

morning, drop around. Maybe we can think of something." 

I closed the door. 2 steps back towards the meeting room. The bell rang again. I turned back 

and opened it. He was still there. "But I need help now!" he said. "Not tomorrow morning. 

Tonight!" He sounded irritated. So was I. "Didn't I tell you there isn't anything I can do at this 

time of night?" 

I closed the door again. 2 steps back towards the meeting room again. The bell rang a long, 

steady ring. I stopped and stood still. Maybe he'd go away if I didn't go back to the door. The 

bell rang 8 times. Persistently. I opened the door. "Listen, you have no right…" 

"I know I have no right." he said. "I know I have no right to anything. But it's not a matter of 

right. I need help!" 

I stood there thinking. Back there in our church committee, we were trying to figure out how to 

help some of our own people, and were having enough difficulty coming to grips with that. This 

man wasn't one of our people. What was I to do? 

"Let the children be fed first, for it is not fair to take the children's food and throw it to the 

dogs." 

And there the man stood. "But sir, even the dogs under the table eat the children's crumbs." 

There's another time I remember. It was at a meeting of a club I belonged to. Annual election 

time. Two people were running for President. One of them I liked—he was part of a little group 

I hung around with. The other…well, he wasn't somebody I spent much time with. And he was 

part of another group that always sat together on the other side of the room. 

Oh, I know…we were all part of the same club. But you know how it goes. There are those you 

get along with and those you don't. There are those who have ideas similar to your own, and 

those who have quite different ideas. This fellow from the other group…well, actually, he was a 

pretty good candidate…but I wasn't sure he would support all of the things in which I was 

interested. 

We always had a time for devotions at the meetings of our club, and, that evening, it was my 

turn to do devotions. I remember reading from the book of James, and mentioning that James 

says there are 2 problems that deny the core of the Christian gospel. One is the neglect of 

human need, and the other is favouritism—overlooking the truth that, before God, all people 

are equal. A lot of people told me they appreciated the devotions I gave that night. 

It came time to vote. Should I vote for the candidate from my group? Or that candidate from 

the other group on the other side of the room? We were, after all, all part of the same club. 

But… Oh, did I mention that the other candidate was tall? I generally favour short people, just 

on principle. I don't know...maybe because they're more like I am. 



Rights, and no rights? Who do we favour, and who don't we favour? Who are our kind and who 

aren't? Are we all equal or not? 

But we do have to keep straight who are the insiders and who are the outsiders. don't we. 

Groucho Marx once said, "I wouldn’t belong to any club that would have me as a member." We 

do have to be somewhat exclusive...don't we? We do have to be somewhat prejudiced, don't 

we? 

But then—as Jesus tried to point out time and time again—maybe we don't. If we don't then 

perhaps each of us could ask ourselves: What are the exclusivities and prejudices we need to 

grow beyond? 

It was at a place called Tyre. Suddenly, as Jesus walks along, this woman comes running up to 

him, and bows down at his feet. "My daughter has an unclean spirit. I beg you to come and heal 

her!" 

But…and this was a huge problem…she is a Phoenician. A Gentile. She has no business talking to 

a Jewish rabbi. The social gap between them is cavernous. Like a bag lady trying to make an 

appointment to see Jeff Bezos. There are rules about those things. 

"Woman, I have enough people of my own kind to heal! First things first, you know. Besides, it 

just isn't right to take the bread away from the children and throw it to the dogs!" She was one 

of the 'dogs'—a derogatory term used in those days to refer to all Gentiles. 

But this woman does not allow the likening of herself to a scrounging dog deter her. In fact, she 

turns Jesus' words back on him. "Ah, sir, I know I have no right to ask you to help me, but that 

doesn't change the fact that even the dogs get to eat the crumbs that children drop from the 

table! Just give me a few crumbs. That will be enough for my daughter." 

And he did. It was quite astounding, really. That day, Jesus gave the gospel away to the dogs. 

Another favouritism barrier broken down. Another person included. Another's faith recognized. 

Another person who had absolutely no right to it given grace. 

Which, incidentally, is wonderfully significant for you and me. Because it's a reminder that 

God's grace isn't something to be earned, it's always gift. This Phoenician woman from Tyre 

seemed to know what most people of Jesus' time had never learned, and what most of us 

Christians have never learned—there is absolutely nothing we can ever do to earn our way into 

favour with God; the favour is simply there. 

It's not a matter of having special rights, or having anything special about us at all. There are 

not two kinds of people—those who are worthy and those who are unworthy—there are just 

people. No 'our kind' and 'that kind.' 

Oh, I know we make up categories, and put other people in them. But those categories are 

ours, not God's. There aren't 'our people' and 'other people.' No 'them' and 'us'—there's just 

'us.' 

And isn't it marvellous that when the crumbs of grace fall from the table there is more than 

enough even for us! Even for the likes of you and me! 

Amen. 



Hymn - Draw the Circle Wide  (MV 145)  
refrain: Draw the circle wide, draw it wider still. 
 Let this be our song, no one stands alone, 
 Standing side by side, draw the circle wide. 
 
1. God the still-point of the circle, 
'Round whom all creation turns; 
Nothing lost but held forever 
In God's gracious arms. refrain 
 
2. Let our hearts touch far horizons, 
So encompass great and small; 
Let our loving know no borders, 
Faithful to God's call. refrain 
 
3. Let the dreams we dream be larger 
Than we've ever dreamed before; 
Let the dream of Christ be in us, 
Open every door! refrain 
 
Offering 
I know that Melville members continue to support the church through PAR or electronic means. 
Your ongoing support is sincerely appreciated. Thank you for all that you do. 
 
Prayers (responsive reading from a "Litany of Hope" adapted from the writings of Ann 
Weems) 
I keep reaching for rainbows...thinking one God's morning I will wake up with rainbow ribbons 
in my hair... 
With hurts painted over in hues that only angel wings could brush—the world created in a 
myriad of colours. 
The hungry fed. The dying held. 
The maimed walking. The angry stroked. 
The violent calmed. The oppressed freed. 
The oppressors changed. Every tear wiped away. 
And every anxious nerve in me held and soothed. 
I keep reaching for rainbows...for I know the promise of the rainbow. 
I keep thinking I'll turn a corner one day and find a litany of rainbows... 
Flung across the sky, singing hosannas back and forth through all the ages...and out into 
eternity forever. 
Every tear wiped away. It's a promise. 
The promise of the rainbow! The promise of God! 
And it starts when we become rainbows to each other! 
 
The Lord’s Prayer 
 
 
 
 
 



Reflection 
You might remember singing our closing song today when you were young. At Sunday School or 
at camp. It was often reported to have been written in the 1920s by Harry Dixon Loes, 
specifically for children, but Loes never claimed credit for the original version of the song. Truth 
it, its origin is unknown. 
 
It gained popularity during the civil rights movement, and was regularly used at African 
American churches. 
 
It came to be sung around the world, with the simple lyrics and tune resonating with all ages. 
 
Even though the lyrics are simple they do have meaning. 
And it's a fun song to sing. 
 
Let's sing it. This Little Light of Mine. 
 
Closing Hymn - This Little Light of Mine 
1. This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine. 
This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine. 
This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine. 
Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine. 
 
2. Everywhere I go, I'm gonna let it shine. 
Everywhere I go, I'm gonna let it shine. 
Everywhere I go, I'm gonna let it shine. 
Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine. 
 
3. Hide it under a bushel? No! I'm gonna let it shine. 
Hide it under a bushel? No! I'm gonna let it shine. 
Hide it under a bushel? No! I'm gonna let it shine. 
Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine. 
 
4. Wherever it is dark, I'm gonna let it shine. 
Wherever it is dark, I'm gonna let it shine. 
Wherever it is dark, I'm gonna let it shine. 
Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine. 
 
5. This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine. 
This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine. 
This little light of mine, I'm gonna let it shine. 
Let it shine, let it shine, let it shine. 
 
Departing Prayer 
May God go with us when we leave this time of worship... 
And inspire us to faithful, creative living. 
May we let our light shine wherever we are. 
This day and always! 
Amen. 
 


